CHAPTER XXII
Old Manners Gone
" i DON'T KNOW what things is coming to at all," said
Mrs. Mack. " Lookit that now." I followed the
direction of her bedizened arm, which pointed, as it
seemed, to the centre of a bare floor covered with
oilcloth which had been newly waxed. The room
was empty save for two forms or benches on either
side, and a pianist who sat with his face turned to
the wall in front of a cottage piano on which stood
a half-empty pint measure of stout. He sat on a
revolving stool with his toes turned like the toes of
an organist; and, judging from his inept legs and in-
turned toes, he was an advanced case of locomotor
ataxia. But the poor are kind to one another; so
are the whores. Doubtless in his day he had gone
" into the breach bravely with his pike bent bravely,"
and had come " halting off." But he got a job as
pianist at Mrs. Mack's. Over the mantelpiece two
gas jets lowered economically illuminated an oleograph
of Dante meeting Beatrice by the bridge of the Arno
and gripping his left infra-costal space.
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